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Summary: A quiet night, a wealthy Capitolite, and a handsome victor. 
An angry victor. Rated M for mature themes. 


Lucret ia 

* * A/N Thank you for clicking on this story. I've been thinking about 
this idea a lot lately and just starting writing it the other day. I 
hope you enjoy reading it as much as I did writing it. I want to say 
thanks Yandere-chan, she's really helped me with my main obsession. 
Before you go on reading, I must warn me that the following story 
contains adult situations and scenes that may distress (?) some of 
you. What I mean is, be warned, okay? On with the story.** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Finnick ' s head snapped back. How could she say that?<p> 

Her innocent smile remained on her face. She was applying ruby red 
lipstick to her plump lips. She puckered her lips and was satisfied, 
for the first time in a long time, with the image of the aging, yet 
beautiful woman that her vanity mirror reflected. 

He slowly changed the look of hatred and disgust on his face to one 
of admiration and happiness. He rose from the bed, still naked, but 
clutching a pillowcase. Finnick walked to her and leaned down so that 
his head was at the same level as hers. He tilted his head and 
started kissing her neck. Her blue curls tickled his nose. 

She was pleased to have spent the night with a handsome man, even if 
he was young enough to be her grandson. Even if his services had to 
be paid for. She earned this, after all. If she hadn't contributed 
all the money she did, he would be dead, with no one to mourn him 
except the mongrel that make up District 4. 

He twisted the pillowcase using both of his hands. He made sure that 



her own body hid what his hands were doing. Suddenly, he stopped 
kissing her. She looked up from her own reflection and daydreams and 
saw what Finnick was doing. He tightly wrapped the pillowcase around 
her throat. She began clawing at him, trying to dig her manicured 
nails into his pretty face. 

That's why she invested so much money on him. Because of his pretty 
face. And now him and his ungrateful, district scum face were trying 
to kill her. Were going to kill her. In the arena, he had killed five 
people without hesitation and mercy. 

Finnick didn't know how long he kept on pulling tighter and dodging 
her weak attempts to save her life. He started pulling tighter when 
the woman fell unconscious. He remembered the moment when his uncle 
would say to him that someone was dead and there wasn't any point in 
trying to save them. 

He looked at her limp body, propped up against the plush bed. He 
looked into her eyes. She looked surprised. She never suspected the 
boy she sponsored in his Hunger Games would kill her. He wished that 
he had his trident-the one that he wouldn't have ever seen without 
her gracious contribution. 

Finnick walked over to the piled of discarded clothes and picked out 
his own. He quickly put them own and left the room, without feeling a 
bit of remorse for the woman he killed. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p><strong>AN I think I like this one the best of all the stories I 
have published. Yes, I know, I left a lot of questions unanswered. I 
had the plot worked out in my head and I just wrote this in an hour. 
I hope to post something in the near future, but who knows? 

Goodbye ! * * 


End 
f ile . 



